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growing up around us to whom this allegro, the heroism of which
never in my life seemed to me any less obvious than the shining
of the sun in the heavens, is merely Ride a Clock Horse with
variations. I am so disconcerted that for the life of me I cannot
tell whether I was always of the gentleman's opinion without
knowing it, or whether, like Banyan's pilgrim, I have been
wounded in my faith, my hope, and rny understanding by a fiend.
I must take time to think it over. I le may be right: anyhow, die
temptation to be relieved of another old conviction is great.

I have my own moments of impatience over Beethoven; and
an excellent way to produce them is to send rue to a Popular
Concert without any dinner, and treat me to a Rasoumowsky
quartet led by Joachim on the first night of his season here, when,
bothered by the change of diapason from Germany to England,
and finding that his violin is dragging at the pitch somehow, he
begins to worry the movement with, a notion that perhaps it will
come right if it is only driven hard enough. A tendency to drive
is an old fault of Joachim as a quartet leader, though of late years
lie has so far got over it that when he is quite calm ancl reconciled
to the high pitch, his fine tone and sleeplessly thoughtful style (if
we could only get it combined with Sarasate's sleeplessly sensitive
ancl steady hand, what a violinist we should have!) are better
worth hearing than ever. But when anything Hurries him, you
find the critics next day full of that dismally deep respect which
bewrays die man who has not liked something lie thinks he ought
to like.

As for me, I said with my usual irreverence, "Joadhim is flat;
and the quartet is not going to be good: I will go ancl recapture
the missing dinner: next week probably he will play splendidly."
The next chamber-music concert I was at, however, was not a
Monday Popular, but one given by Mr Gompcm, who unearthed
a very good quartet in A minor, by Professor Villiers Stanford,
which for some reason had not been performed in public before
in London* It is a genuine piece of absolute music, alive with
feeling from beginning to end, and free from those Stanfordian
aberrations into pure cleverness which remind one so of Brahms'
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